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would return promptly, but every time a new case was waiting for them already.
The wounded were in high spirits.
"Damnjthe wasp that^ stung me! Right at the begin-ning, too," I heard a voice Amela bent over his leg.
"You must have sweet blood, brother," someone answered.
<cYou bet I have. Don't tell me it's serious, sister."
I worked on my wounded under the protection of a pile of scrap, near the jasmine bushes.
"Why are you hiding me here, sister? You want to fall me here, or what?.. j*
The wag! He picked the right moment for joking, too. The bullets whizzed around us madly. Inside the massive buildings a fight to the death was raging. Fearing that the Germans might destroy the electric works before giving up the struggle, our units, which included men employed in the power station, had attacked it from within that afternoon. German reinforcements were now coming from the other side. German cannon weie barking from the Poniatowski Bridge near by, on the Vistuk Eiver. What a moment for wisecracks!
But everything was going well for us. Our men stormed the basements and cornered the Germans there, forcing them to surrender. Already a Polish flag was hoisted over the power station. The first Polish flag in Powisle, our quarter of Warsaw!
Grenades whistled, but above the noise of tibe battib rose the old Polish revolutionary song to greet the red-and-white banner. They started singing it inside the buildings where the fighting had been furious; tihen tbe song was taken up in the courtyard; and then we picked it up.
"In the smoke of fires,
In the dust of bloody strife*